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On The Edge Of Light 


| feel like | never have the ability to write anything decent. With simple and nice dialogues and distinct 
characterization, that is. Arrgghh. 


But anyway.. this is all | have now. 


November [989 Kansas City. 


It was in the air. He could see it. Could even smell it if he took a whiff, sweet and bitter and fresh, mostly 


bitter. It was on his back, crawling down down down, sending chills down his spine. It was heavy. 


The tension. 


He thought he'd break down at any second. He'd just sit and wait for it to come, watching the world around 
him. But it never happened. 


Maybe it was that they had been clean, he mused. That was why the world all of a sudden felt so strange. 
People he thought he knew turned into strangers, and people he thought he knew best turned out to be the 
strangest. The fall motherfucker with that stupid grin on his face, the scowly old wizard, the little blonde bitch, the 


crazy-ass loser who.. 


"Nik, time." 


The light was blinding. He kept his head bent, letting all the hair fall into his eyes. And so he'd think it was okay, 
everything little thing was okay. But once in a while he'd look up, and the strange world full of monsters would 
fall right onto his face. That was when he'd realise he felt like shit. 


But the show was great. It had to be; Vince was on tune. In fact, Vince was all over the stage and still on tune, 


not even too breathless. Skipped a few phrases, but over all good 


And he could feel that stare on him all this time. Hot, a little bit shy, still inviting. It was unavoidable. He had 
been hidding his face in the hair and torturing his instrument and pretending he did not notice it, and he failed. 
For he'd look up when he failed to catch that gaze, and saw Vince with his back to him, his shirt clumsily 
stuffed in black leather pants, his hair all tousled, his long legs lifting, and then before he withdrew, Vince 


would catch him and look back and grin, and he'd lower his head again. 


It was in the middle of the show--when the stage darkened and Mick was ready to do his guitar solo--had 
Vince disappeared from his sight. And he almost jumped hearing that soft whisper from behind. Two fucking 
words, unreasonable but sweet, like a spoiled child asking for candy. 


"Kiss me," he had said. 


It was real dark He couldn't see shit. A gloved hand touched his arm, and he saw those eyes glimmer and 
laugh, soundlessly. Left arm. A note went wrong. 


" What?" 


"Come on, be quick. The guitar solo's almost over." 


"What the fuck are you thinking?" He scowled under his breath. He had managed to keep his voice steady, but 


it never worked with him. "No way. It's on stage, asshole. Get back over there." 
"But you will." 


And under some unknown, magical force, he did. Still plucking the strings, Nikki bent down his head to kiss him 
on the lips. It was all wrong, he remembered himself thinking. His fingers were burning, those strings cutting 


them too bad. His heart jerked oddly in his throat. 


Vince made a little "Mmmph" sound and, with one arm circling his neck, he stood on tiptoe and tipped his head 
back obediently. His lips parted. For the briefest moment, their tongues met. And he was able to taste that 
silky bittersweet combination of alcohol and other things on the tip, other things sweet and delicious and so 
dark. He closed his eyes. It was all wrong. It was like standing in the shadow on a sunny day. And that deep ache 


rose, and he retreated. 
It was at most two seconds. It felt two centuries. 
"Fuck. This is crazy," he said. 


But Vince wasn't listening. "We have twenty minutes," he whispered, his hand still where it had been, "The drum 


solo." 


It took him some time to understand what he meant. And then, that feeling came. All of a sudden he couldn't 
take it any longer. All of a sudden, he wanted to drag him out into that circle of light and lay him on the stage 


floor, in front of everyone. 


And the worst part of it was that, he knew right then, he wouldn't protest. No. He would just shift a little, for 


the floor was too cold in that time of year. And he would smile, his eyes would invite him. 


They had been daring him since the very first time they met. He remembered the chocolate boy he ached to 
touch. The little monster he had shut outside his world. But he had sneaked in, nonetheless. He sneaked in, and 


years and years had gone. 


He did not do it. 


That tide of crazy feeling passed eventually. He watched Vince stride to the front just in time when the guitar 
solo ended, and began singing. He knew they'd then fuck in the semi-darkness of the dressing room, to the faint 
sound of "House Of Holy" and Tommy's overexcited drumbeats. They'd make it quick, but not too quick. Quick 


and nice, and there always, alwasy was pain. 


Then they'd walk out into the light, and he'd be able to do it again, even if it was just for one last time. 


And that night, by the end of the show, the stage was a mess. 


He watched Vince bend over to pick up a hard cardboard. He could see his own name on it, the sheer redness 


of that big heart made his eyes ache. He watched him laugh a little and hand it to him. 
"Hey, Nik," he said, "l." 
„But he could not hear him. 


( --"Crue! Crue! Crue!" ) 


„His voice was drowned and lost, in that overwhelming wave of other voices. The light was on. He stood there 


and listened for a while. Nothing was behind it. 


And then, he felt that gloved little hand on his shoulder. He put his arm around Vince's waist. And together, 


they took one bow. One last bow, so long it seemed an eternity. Behind him was the stage, all lit up, so very 
bright; before him, a roaring sea of darkness. 


-End- 


